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New, Pauhud AUTOMATIC CHORD SELECTOR Guides Your Fingers 




behind a perfume 
counter? And after 
all the talking I'd 
always done about 

hard work not being 
my dish/ 




The next moment he hod me In his orms, was pulling 
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WAS ALWAYS JUST A j 
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wanted togo 
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to think f Yet, 
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DIARY LOV ES 

It wasn't difficult to avoid running into Randy 
Harlow in a store the size of Lord's but it wasn't' 
easy to stay away from him eitherf 




happened 
that seemed 
to justify my 
behavior... 
my deliberate 
indifference 
to insignificant 
men, my savage 
struggle against 
the fascination 
of a nobody 
like Randy f 




THEY SAY HE DOES THAT EVERY ONCE I 
WHILE... JUST BUYS SOMETHING IN HIS OWN 
STORE LIKE AN ORDINARY C 

3 SUPPOSED TO GIVE HIM A GOOD IDEA , 
' HOW EFFICIENT THE HELP I 
FUNNY THING IS WE SEE SO LITTLE> 
.MOST CLERKS DON'T 

AWFULLY 
GOOD 




DON'T SET ANY ¥ THArS NO * 
IDEAS, PEGGY? A OBSTACLE .' 
YOU WOULDN'T A I PREFER 

STAND A CHANCER A MAN WHO 
BESIDES HE MUSTJDOESNT BE- 

TEEN YEARS \ CONCEITED 
OLDER THAN A YOUNG BULL? 
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I looked Idly at the sales stub for 
the purchase Bruce Lord had mode 
and suddenly I saw what I 




WART LOVES 




of the things I wanted to 
coll him would come out„and 
the next moment™ 




Suddenly the door opened and Bruce Lord stood 
facing us... e - 



As I stood 
there, listening 
to Randy Harlo^ 
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OH, THERE'S NO TELLIN'f HE'S 
AT THE LIBRARY STUDYIN' TILL 

PERHAPS YOU 
COULD CATCH HIM THERE NOW? 
THE LIBRARIAN'LL POINT 
OUT TO YOU' 



DIARY LOVES 





Now that I understand Johnny, I 
know I can convince him of the 
importance of keeping his family 
together.' But what about me? I'm 
not sure how long I can trust my 
feelings when I'm with him.Tve 
got to set Johnny straight and the 
...before it's too latef 
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PERHAPS YOU'RE RIGHT, JUDY.' PERHAPS t CAN'T REALLY ESCAPE 
RESPONSIBILITY f MAYBE I'LL GIVE YOUR WAYA TRY AND BE OF 

_MORE H 
FAND HE'LL GO BACK TO ANNE, TOO 
THAT'S AS IT SHOULD BE t OH, 
IF ONLY I COULD KEEP HIM TO MYSELF 

A LITTLE WHILE 
LONGER? BUTI'DSEATRAITORTO 





r HOW MUCH I MISSED YOU, 
r SHE WAS IN LOVE M 
. SEEN TRYING DESPERATELY TO FIND YOUf BUT THE 



[Bui later, when he returned from I 
the conference... | ^J 
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DEAL 
CLOSED 



IT'S six A 

o'clock r J 

LET'S \ 




DIARY LOVES 

Mr. Rod Wickham wasa little tooindependent to 
please me just then ' I instantly decided on an 
experiment... crazy and more titan a trifle cruel, 





I'd scored... heavily^ I'd broken down 
his respectful superiority... but: 
how.it wasn't just as I'd planned 




DIARY LOVES 

But at the door stood the last 
p erson I expected to seef 




DIARY LOVES 



BUT I CAN? WHEN I CLEANED OUT TOUR DESK, 
FOUND A TORN ENVELOPE ADDRESSED TO HER * 
MEANS FIVE YEARS IN PRISON, CANNON... THE C 
LL BE HANDED YOU 
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BE INDIFFERENT 



"MONDAY— Aunt Julia was a heart-smasher 
*" in her day, and I'm taking her advice. 
"Mae," she said, "no man is going to trust or 
adore a girl who shows too plainly that she cares. 
If you're really attracted to this ; 
town — what's his name?" 
"Steve Williams," I said. 



And so I was indifferent tonight at Dora 
Latham's card party. I wasn't rude or cold, but 
just casually polite. The only trouble was — so 
was Steve just casually polite. He showed twice 
as much attention to Dora! 

Tuesday — I wonder if it's working. 

Dora and I were eating lunch at the Dixie 
Kitchen when Steve Williams walked in. I know 
he saw us, but I also know he wouldn't have 
paid attention if Dora hadn't called him .by name. 

He came over to our table and bowed. "Greet- 
ings, Dora," hg said smiling. Then, looking at 
me, "I think I've met this lady." 



-Oh, yes, I remember," he said, as if he was 
dim about it. "Dora, may I sit down?" 

He sat down and talked most of the time to 
her. He wanted to pay for our lunch. I thanked 
him and wouldn't let him. It was easy to be in- 
different. I doubt if he and I exchanged more than 
half a dozen words. 

Wednesday — Lucy Shannon's picnic today. 
The whole bunch was there, and Dora had in- 
vited Steve Williams. We had our dinner in the 
grove, then wandered on to the amusement park. 
Steve was a wonderful item of entertainment — to 
everyone but me! He scored bullseye after bulls- 
eye at the shooting gallery, took Dora on the 
roller coaster and the ferris wheel — she pretended 
to be scared and grabbed hold of him as though 
she'd just won him on a punch board! We 
danced. Steve asked me for one waltz, arid he 
waltzes like a 'professional. But he was only 
polite, no more than that. I'll have to ask Aunt 
Julia what the next step is. 

Thursday — "I hope you're not overdoing this," 
said Aunt Julia today when I called on her. 
"Don't be so indifferent that you freeze the 
young man." 

"I haven't had a chance to freeze him," I con- 



She chuckled. "I remember his uncle Jack, 
thirty years ago. He was hard to snare — so hard 
to snare that nobody snared him. But it so hap- 
pens that Jack Williams wrote to me today, 
asking if he could call on me the next time he's 
in town. Maybe, after all these years — " 

"You think I can afford to wait thirty "years 
for Steve to come and pay court to me?" I wailed 

"I hope ifs a shorter time than that," she said. 
"But .believe me, Mae, I'm just as happy over 
Jack Williams* attention as if I were a girl like 
you." 

Friday — If I die of unrequited love, let them 
put on my tombstone: HERE LIES MAE MOR- 
RISON, INDIFFERENT TO THE LAST. 

Lucy Shannon called to ask if I was going to 
Dolly Paradine's party tomorrow night. Steve 
would be there, she said, and all the girls were 
wild to dance with him. I said, "Lucy, I won't 
be at the party. I feel a headache coming on. 
Please give my excuse to the bunch." 



Saturday — It's late, "but I must 



this. 



I could hear them having fun across the street 
at Dolly's. Music, laughter, chatter. I sat in my 
porch swing and kept quiet as long as I could. 
Then I started to cry. 

Suddenly a voice said, "Mae! Don't cry! Why 
did you stay away from the party?" 

"Because there was no sense in going," I said, 
wiping my eyes. And Steve came and sat be- 
side me and put his arm around me. 

"I must have overdone things," he said sadly. 
"My Uncle Jack always told me to play indiffer- 
ent if I really wanted to win a girl's heart — " 



I could say no more until he finished kissing 
me. "Then we've been trying the same trick on 
each other. Listen, I feel like telling Uncle Jack 
that he almost lost you to me. I wonder where 



"We should have known that indifference i 
a good trick, Mae," he said. "Let's never reci 
mend it to our children." 



DIARY LOVES 

None of the newsmenhad 
been as determined in 
their efforts to break me 
as Cliff Rogers had, and 
ympathy seemed 




My voice remained 
coolf And yet, it 
belied my heart 
which was filled 
with a sudden 
unre 
surge of warm 
tenderness as 
his hand touched 
my a * 




bitterness and 
a desire to hurt 
i before 
me, as he hod 
hurt me so often 
before.' 



He was anything but what I had ex- 
pected of the ruler of an Eastern 
country, and I learned much about 
him in tli 




into the country.. 




a story source? W 
And yet„we!l, ' 
take yesterday 
at tea... 





That af ternoon,! paid a surprise visit 
to the palace? Voices coming through 
the open library door made me stop 
and listen '. It was SahipT 
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My face reddened with burning, 
scorching shame ' Any feeling Imay 
have ha a for Sahip suddenly became 
a horrible loathing * 



I sobbed out the whole story I sat numb w 
to him f i ' ' ' i going to give 
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NO.CLIFFrYOU WERE RIGHTfONE'S 
HEART HAS NO PLACE IN THIS 
CAREER, AND I NEED A CAREER 
IN WHICH THERE IS ROOM FOR 




• to Every Woman who 

TO BE A MODEL 

IOOK LIKE ONE! 
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